Of bays and laurel leaf by leaf entwined
my Helen wove a wreath and murmured, " Sir,

she who hath crowned thee doth her laureate bind,
her poet and her sole interpreter/'

And Love, who heard her, deeply in my mind
with darts appointed me her chorister,

" Greater the theme," he said, " the greater find
the swan's death, singing, you must die for her/'

Love spoke and touched me with his wing.   So loud
his bow rang out that the vext air did quarrel
with the eternal leaves about my brow*

'* Farewell/' I cried, " you Muses*   I walk proud
with Helen my Parnassus Hill, my laurel
Helen, and Helen my salvation now/'
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